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Summary: When the chief of Arbor, Berk's neighboring kingdom, and his 
daughter Katherine are visiting Stoick for the holiday's. Hiccup's 
dragon Toothless sets their boat on fire, killing all but one person: 
Katherine. She washes up on shore, thinking that she'll never be ever 
to forgive Hiccup for this. But when they're friendship grows, will 
it lead to something more? 


1 . Chapter 1 

How to Train Your Dragon: The Lost and the 
Found 


Prologue 

**Author's Note: Hey guys! This is 
happy about how I started it. Just 
please read it, it's important: 1. 
she's replaced by my OC, so please 
this is my first story, and flames 
and comments! Thanks to all you pi 
and, please revue! Have fun! :)** 


my first story, and I'm really 
a few things about this story, and 
Astrid isn't in this story, but 
do not complain.** **2. Remember, 
are not accepted, just happy vibes 
.k fluffy unicorns who are reading. 


I twirled a strand of hair around my finger and sighed. _How is there 
nothing to do on this ship?_ I thought as I paced around the 
deck . 


When your father and mother are the chiefs of your clan, life can be 
a little restricting; as in, you have to get dragged around on every 
little trip they go on, and wear itchy dresses in the process. Like 
the one that I was wearing right now. Dark green silk that hugged my 
body, and, (at least, what my mother thought were, ) uncomfortable 
laced up shoes. I was actually wearing my bear pelt boots, which were 
worn out from my archery practice in the forest. My brown hair was 
up, and my dark brown eyes were bored and tired. I looked like I was 
going to a ball rather than on a long voyage across the ocean. 



I swear, I was about to fall asleep, when, "Land ho!" My head whipped 
up and I smiled. A dot of green and black was only about 100 miles 
away. My father's hands gripped my shoulders as he proudly exclaimed, 
"There it is, Katherine, Berk! I can't wait to see Stoick, and his 
son. Hiccup. You know. Hiccup managed to tame the most dangerous 
animal ever known to man, a-" Father never got to finish his sentence 
before our boat violently jerked forward and I fell face first onto 
the deck. Our ship had caught fire somehow from the back, and it was 
burning fast. "Katherine, jump!" my mother screamed while coming up 
from behind me. "But what about you?" I asked them franticly. "We'll 
be fine, just jump!" my father assured me. I nodded sadly as I jumped 
into the freezing cold waters of Berk. I stared up at my burning 
family. Would this be the end of them? Or the end of me? 


2 . Chapter 2 
Chapter 1 

I coughed and sputtered as I washed up on shore. Where I was, I could 
only guess was Berk. The terrain was vast, and like what I saw, the 
trees were black and dark green. I clawed my way to dry land, and one 
thought was clouding my mind; where were my parents? If I was alive, 
then they surely were, too. I mean, I was so meek, and they were 
strong and proud. They were surely looking for me now. 

I sat up and looked down at my dress; most of it was torn, and it 
bothered me, because of how cold it was. My bear pelt boots did 
something to keep me warm, but considering they were wet, that wasn't 
much either. I hugged my knees to my chest and shivered. 

A loud crack coming from the forest startled me. I looked up, but saw 
nothing. I must be losing my mind. Another crack, then another. I was 
scared now, much too scared to move. A sudden, ear-shattering roar 
came from the forest, and I screamed. A pitch black, lizard-like 
creature with wings sprung out of the forest and growled loudly. My 
chest heaved and my eyes widened. 

"Dragon ! " 

It jumped on me, holding me down with all its weight. It let out 
another roar, blowing all my hair back wildly. I shut my eyes 
tightly, waiting for the pain of being torn to pieces by this monster 
to come. But it never did. 

"Toothless! Get off her!" a young boy's voice rang out. It 
immediately got off me, and my heart was beating faster than it ever 
had before. I stayed on the sand, and my eyes stayed shut. I felt the 
boy drop down beside me and touch my shoulder lightly. I opened one 
eye to look at him, and he was handsome. He had messy brown hair with 
green eyes, the type you like to get lost in. 

"Are you alright?" he asked, helping me sit up. I nodded, too shocked 
to speak. "I'm Hiccup. What's your name?"_ HiccupaC | "_You'rea€| 
You're S-Stoick's s-son?" I shivered, and he nodded. "Yeaha€| That 
means you must bea€ | " he trailed off, and looked guiltily at the 
ground. "What?" He bit his lip and looked back at his beast. 
Toothless. A pang of anger rose in my chest. 

"Your dragon killed my parents!" 



3. Chapter 3- Servants and English Queens 


back! Sorry about the eternity of a wait, but there have been 
lots of problems including divorce, a new school, heart surgery, foot 
surgery, hip surgery... Basically a lot of stuff. But I'm 
back !_** 

**_I just wanted to warn you all that this chapter will be dealing 
with mature content, so please, be careful if you do not like 
chapters dealing with these subjects. Thanks to you all for being so 
patient !_** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>I look back on my childish writing, recalling the familiar 
yet tragic event that was the loss of my parents. My young self 
couldn't have known any better; the boy I had met instantly sent for 
his father. He had recognized me, as I recall, and sent me back home 
by boat . <em> 

_Even now I do not remember the exact details of our meeting after my 
scare with the dragon, but I had gained a fear of boats, as well as 
strangers. It was shameful for a Chieftain not to speak to her 
people, and I knew this, but conversing so directly to possible 
threats horrifies me. However, my messenger does relay information to 
them from my bedroom out onto their streets. He is my only source of 
comfort, my young messenger; a cherub of a boy, blessed by Frigga 
with that smooth, golden hair. I am lonely, but he reassures me with 
things beyond political peace and sister kingdoms. _ 

_I have strung up my bow, and I now wear sheepskin. _ 

Katherine paused her writing to reflect quietly, though before she 
could even start that, the drape used as a door to her bedroom slid 
to one side as the figure of a strong young man was thrown into the 
room shadow-first, though he himself never took a step 
inside . 

"Milady, I've come with your medicines," a low baritone called from 
the hall, and the young woman sighed, her tense muscles instantly 
relaxing . 

"My dear boy, when will you learn my name?" she laughed quietly, 
though she did have trouble seeing him with the puffy circles under 
her eyes. She felt the edge of her low mattress dip downwards as he 
sat by her head. 

"Milady, all this writing in the dark will ruin your beautiful eyes, " 
he sighed instead of answering; his words like honey, sticky and 
clinging to her memory, sentence by sentence. To add to the already 
touching scene, he brushed his rosy lips under her eyes. Lighting 
sent by Thor himself shot down her back. 

"Flore..." she cringed, and his lips traced down her neck and over to 
her bare shoulder before he paused. 

"Some medicine, first, " he insisted. With a cry of frustration on her 
part, he traced her forehead, nose, and lips with crushed 



wildf lowers. She could not complain; she positively reeked of 
death . 

He did the same with the swells of her bare breasts. 

"I have news of Berk." 

_No_, she begged in horror, as she closed her eyes and urged him to 
hold her more tightly, her soft hands gripping his tough ones. 

Whether it be with lust or pain, she would ignore all mentions of 
that place. 

"Milady... The Chief requires a bride." 

"No! Gods, kill me!" she begged, calling out for Thor to save her. 
Flore could do nothing but untangle himself from her maze of arms and 
gently caress her face until she calmed down. 

Katherine knew her life would surely go up in flames like her 
parents' boat, but she also knew that she had to agree to marriage 
despite her best interests. She didn't know much about her clan after 
being bedridden with illness for so long, but she knew its economy 
was failing. 

What could one little island do when it was so secluded, especially 
when it snowed so heavily almost 10 months a year? They were forced 
to buy and sell like mad during the summer seasons, which was 
difficult with no one nearby. 

She had, of course, been offered to wed many kings and emperors, and 
though their offers where tempting, they were cruel and saw her 
kingdom as a piece of land rather than a home for her people. 

Her subjects grew hungry and ill as she was, and Flore had told her 
countless times that if they did not act soon Arbor's inhabitants 
would be reduced to skeletons. 

During all of this internal struggled, she remained a statue in 
Flore ' s arms . 

He knew he would never truly understand his little queen's struggle. 
Her fear of boats made sense, of course, since her parents had died 
mysteriously in an accident, but her agoraphobia? It didn't stick out 
as something the young girl would have developed. 

He cared about her so, and seeing her deteriorate into nothingness 
was killing him. 

"He is a good man, " he recalled, her shaking starting up again when 
he did. "He will care for you. I will be there as well, milady." 

He sucked in a sharp breath to calm his pounding heart. "I can 
imagine you nowa€ Flowers in your hair, holding his handa€ | Ah, what 
a beauty you'll bea€ i " 

He reached over to feel the curve of her pale cheek, and tears 
dripped from his blues down, staining her sheets. "I shall miss 
you . " 


He paused to compose himself, but the weak pinch of Katherine's 



digits squeezing his arm made him turn his attention back on her. She 
manage to raise her hips up, the rest of her upper body 
following . 

With one hand pressing the sheets to her chest and the other combing 
through his hair, she placed her mouth against his, tasting the salty 
teardrops that had migrated to his lips. 

"Do not speak to me as if I'll leave you," she whispered, voice 
quivering under the weight of the situation and her compromising 
position with her lover. 

"Promise me, " she started again, once they had shared another few 
pecks. "Promise me that if he is to die, youa€ i " 

His arm cracked into shape around her waist like a whip as he pulled 
her closer, chest heaving. 

"I swear to Hel herself, if she is to ever take your husband, you 
will be my goddess again." They were so close that the 
strawberry-blonde stubble on his chin scraped at her silky forehead 
as he pressed kisses into her hair. "I will pray for you," he 
continued, "day in and day out. I will dream of our childrenaCi I 
will dream of you." 

She succumbed to his embrace and let herself fall back into euphoric 
darkness . 

It was the last time she would ever be held in her servant's arms, 
and despite the sadness, she somehow knew that, truly, she wouldn't 
miss him. All she remembered from her previous meeting with the 
junior Chief of Berk was his aura. He radiated a certain awkward 
bravery. _And that beast. _He had saved her from the hideous 
creature, somehow calming it and saving his life. He was surely a 

demigod of sorts; only magic beings such as the gods could tame 

creatures such a dragons. Besides his strange yet admirable 
personality, she could not remember a word that he had spoken to her, 
or that she had spoken to him. 

She did recall, however, when Flore had been sent from Arbor to fetch 
her on one of the large, royal vessels, and the young Chief had 

handed her a roll of wolf fur, as if he doubted her position in the 

royal household. Flore thanked him none the less and led her to the 
boat. The trip home was a blur, as well as the rest of her experience 
on the reptile-infested island. 

Months after this, she had been forced into the position of 
Chieftain, at the tender age of 13. The stress, like the wood of her 
parents' vessel, crushed her under its impressive weight and drowned 
her in tears and regrets almost every night, leading her to 
illness . 

She now found herself with her assistant, groping and making love to 
each-other like many forbidden lovers the Queens of dreadful England 
would have. England was the Vikings' fierce enemy and yet... She 
resembled them in every way. 


Pray to Thor. 



4. Chapter 4- Clumsy 


_Flore and I had spent our last night together, but I cannot remember 
our topic of discussion. He had surely left during the night while I 
slept, or he had sleepwalked back to his room (he was a strange man) . 
He returned in the morning to fetch me my medicines and help me 
dress. He kept telling me that this marriage would be best for me. I 
know that past the brave face he put on, he was crumbling, as I was 
inside ._ 

The young chieftain gazed out at the horizon, at the waves that 
lapped against the shore by her home. She could clearly see her 
husband-to-be's ship a little further off. 

Its masthead was shaped like a dragon instead of the traditional 
siren, which made the fire of grief in her stomach and chest 
blaze . 

Figures moved about, but the sole man dressed in deep browns and 
blacks had to be hers; his companions donned simple travelling 
clothes, but he held a certain matter of authority on the vessel, 
ordering it to be steered this way and that as it entered the small 
harbor . 

It was a bit of a clumsy situation. He was obviously more accustomed 
to land. She huffed slightly to compensate for her brief amusement. 

It almost made her forget about leaving Flore. 

She approached cautiously from her place of hiding behind a large, 
unmovable stone by the seaside, smoothed and hardened from decades of 
harsh weather- when her fiancA© stepped onto Arbor's dry, cold 
ground . 

Almost instantly, the inhabitants of her village- her so-called 
'people', clamored helplessly for food. Children clung to the legs of 
the shadowy chief, who to her surprise gently removed them instead of 
shaking the urchins off. It was as if he had dealt with the same 
treatment, but he was far too young for children. 

It was all a dream after that; bucketful after bucketful of water and 
food were passed out amongst the villagers, each of them slowly but 
surely eating their fill. 

They called him a deity, praising him in a way that almost made her 
feel jealous. 

To the Queen's horror, or maybe to her amazement, he truly looked 
like a god among men. His hair and clothes were dark, his beard 
trimmed so that one was still able to see his lean face. He was a bit 
scrawny for a man his age, but the firm muscles and scars littered 
along his bar arms told fierce stories. 

His eyes were the things she admired most; a deep mossy green, tender 
and willing. They travelled through the crowd, until they fell upon 
her. A smile graced his thin lips- a pang of some unknown feeling 
made her heart feel heavy. He was too familiar for her liking. 

He strode over, a quiet confidence in his gait that slowly brought 
him closer and closer. 



Flore had promised to make her look presentable, but compared to him 
she was a mule, and he was a stallion. 

She took a step back and hung her head out of shame, feeling his 
breath heat her cheek from their close proximity, his warmth creeping 
closer to her in the cold autumn weather. 

She stared down at his boots, feeling that she had the same worth of 
what was beneath them. 

It was so odd to have a man so near her, especially with Flore 
watching them. 

His hand had migrated north from its original place at his side to 
take hers. _Thor_, his hands were so warm. Not even her dear servant, 
with all his many virtues, could compare to the feeling of protection 
his palm and fingers radiated. 

He didn't say anything for a while, probably hoping for her to greet 
him first. They just stood there- she was focused on the sound of the 
ocean in the distance, and he was intent on drilling a hole into her 
neck with his expectant gaze. 

When the silence between them finally got uncomfortable, he cleared 
his throat and coughed something over his shoulder to one of the 
ship's navigators. 

He sounded ill. However, in comparison to her own sickness, he still 
seemed godly. 

A gentle tug on her hand shook her from her daze. 

"Are you ready?" 

She shuddered, his voice finding its way to the beat in her chest, 
making it stop, then start up stubbornly again, twice as fast. _Damn 
him!_ 

She nodded before she could even comprehend the question. 

She knew she was getting nervous when she approached the boat. Her 
molars started to ache, and her sides sweat despite the cold. 

The way the ship swayed and creaked made her feel seasick before she 
even got aboard. The memory of her parents' passing was etched into 
her very soul like a holy scripture, never to be forgotten. 

The thought of them joining Oden and the others in Valhalla didn't 
bother her- she knew they were safe. It was the guilt that hurt her 
the most. 

The very memory of them not having come after her in the water that 
say was agonizing. It was as if she had sent her precious parents to 
their deaths. 

She hadn't pestered them enough. She should have gotten back on that 
ship, grabbed them by the arms, anda€ | 


She was on the vessel. 



Crying and kicking like a child, yes, but she was aboard. The shadowy 
man attempted to soothe her, promising safety and so many other 
useless things. They were all hollow lies, and she knew it, but she 
quieted down nonetheless. 

Damn him, damn him, _damn him_! 

"Do you take medicines? Something- _anything _I can give you?" This 
sounded more like a plead than a question to her. 

She turned to face him- he was so familiar that it bothered her until 
the point of a harsh stomachache. 

"You left him back in Arbor." 

He didn't waver when she snapped, but she could tell that she had 
struck a nerve somewhere behind that calm mask. He sucked in a deep 
breath through gritted teeth and straightened up a little, but that 
didn't intimidate her. 

_A small victory__, she thought. 

She hung her head and smiled. 

_I still haven't figured out the boy's name, but he attempts to be 
gentle with me. He's offered me medicine and food, but I refuse to 
take any of it. I managed a slice of bread and some wine, even though 
I know he's put something in it- I can barely write now. _ 

_Night ' s fallen. He's tried to take the book away, but I refuse, 
promising I'll go to bed after one more sentence. He's beside me on 
the floor, insisting I take the bed. I know that by the time I'm 
asleep he'll join me. _ 

_The edge of the bed dipped down. He's coming. _ 

_Pray to Thor._ 


End 
f ile . 



